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THE  LIBERAL  PARTY. 


J.  S.  STUART-GLENNIE,  M.A. 


‘ Stand  forth,  an’  tell  yon  Premier  Youth, 

The  honest,  open,  naked  truth.  ’ 

Burns — Earnest  Cry  and  Prayer. 
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A POLITICAL  ALLEGORY. 
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THE  COMING  FIGHT. 
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Here  star  d two  mighty  armies  on  a war-worn  battle  field, 

In  coni  lict  soon  to  wrestle — which  to  triumph,  which  to  yield  ? 
The  army  of  Progression,  for  the  good  old  cause  to  fight. 

The  army  of  the  classes,  serving  Power,  scorning  Right ; 

The  Champkns  of  the  People  with  their  watchword  old — “ Reform,” 
The  partisan  5 of  Priv’lege  dreading  yet  the  threatened  storm. 

The  war  cloi  d gathers,  soon  to  burst,  while  Truth  with  searching  light 
Portrays  the  rival  forces  ere  resounds  The  Coming  Fight, 


A shout  fron.  Freedom’s  phalanx,  with  the  long  drawn  roll  of  drums. 

The  People’s  ranks  are  surging  for  The  People’s  William  comes. 

Who  rides  tl  e charger  Progress  and  in  battle  yet  delights. 

The  vet’ran  lihief,  the  hero  of  a hundred  famous  fights. 

A tell-tale  murmur  runs  the  foemen’s  ranks  from  man  to  man, 

“ The  Silly  Party’s”  silly  knocked  when  Willie  leads  the  van. 

In  dire  aflfrig  ht  they  learn  for  fight  still  ready,  fit  is  he, 

Nor  bowed  t lat  head  nor  dimmed  that  eye  have  fourscore  years  and  three. 


And  that  on(  e raw  contingent— “ Labour’s  Own  ” — no  fight  will  shirk. 
Their  maidei  arm  the  ballot  box,  their  sign  “ Eight  Hours  Work,” 
Gjeed’s  time  forged  fetters  cast  aside,  awake  to  higher  aims, 

W ith  courage  to  demand^  not  beg^  the  rights  true  manhood  claims. 

The  mighty  Vliddle  Class  Brigade  the  like  fair  pennons  flies, 

W'"hen  broadcloth  sides  with  fustian  class  embitterment  soon  dies. 

One  man  o le  vote  ” and,  claim  as  just,  one  woman  one  vote  she, 
How  surely,  swiftly  flows  the  tide  of  true  democracy. 


A leader  her  5 is  missing — who  can  fill  the  vacant  place  ? 

No  more  tha;  stalwart  form  we  see,  that  kindly,  honest  face, 

Tho’  Death  1 las  claimed  a worker  tried,  of  rare  and  noble  parts, 
Northamptor ’s  hero  lives  for  aye  in  loyal  British  hearts; 

For  he  held  ; England’s  honor  dear,  he,  ever  staunch  and  true, 

Was  pledged  for  India’s  cause  to  fight — to  aid  the  dauntless  few 
Who,  scorning  base,  official  taunts,  nor  treason’s  charge  the  least. 
Would  yet  fiom  dire  disaster  save  our  Empire  in  the  East. 
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Well  forward,  small  her  numbers,  but  their  courage  never  fails. 
Her  banner  “ Disestablishment”  comes  “ gallant  little  Wales,” 
Her  sons  would  lead  the  battle  but  their  ardour  best  were  stayed. 
The  post  of  honor’s  promised  to  the  Irish  Boys’  Brigade ; 

The  moment  nears  when  at  the  foe  will  Erin’s  sons  be  hurled. 

The  “ Home  Rule  ” banner  flutters,  by  the  leader’s  hand  unfurled. 
There,  watching,  waiting  for  the  word,  St.  Patrick’s  boys  are  seen. 
Who  honor  yet  the  wearing — not  the  tearing — of  the  Green. 


The  ranks  opposing  raise  a shout  of  mingled  rage  and  fear. 

The  lads  who  wear  the  Shamrock  send  them  back  a counter  cheer. 

They  scorn  the  bilious  bunting,  envy’s  own,  the  Orange  badge, 

The  sign  of  bogus  loyalty,  of  faction,  funk  and  fudge. 

And  see  I the  chief.  Lord  Bunkum,  rides  with  “ Baffy  ” — Bunkum’s  knave. 
In  front  of  Ulster’s  pampered  few  rebellion’s  rag  to  wave. 

The  Orange  ribboned  rabble  raise  a frantic  “Jingo”  screech. 

It  fetches  ’em  amazingly  does  Bunkum’s  “ rebel  speech.” 


Stand  next  the  Orange  Syndicate,  with  ranks  reduced  and  pride. 

The  Illiberal  Disunionists,  half  doubting  how  to  side. 

And  there,  with  social  gimcracks  and  with  Primrose  patter  bought. 

The  Lord  High  C'/mm5erZam  of  Brum,  with  “knights”  and  “dames ’’holds  court. 

Of  screws  in  Union’s  coffin  tho’  he’s  driven  home  a few 

’Tis  said  of  this  screw  driver  there  is  somewhere  loose  a screw. 

His  weather-cock  contortions  startle  friend  and  tickle  foe. 

When  skiting  it’s  “ I’m  in  it” — when  there’s  fighting — “Not  for  Joe.” 
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Is  this  the  Joey  (now  the  jay)  who  once  of  Swelldom’s  kin 
Spoke  thus,  in  honest  mood,  “ They  toil  not  neither  do  they  spin  ” ? 

“ Poor  Jo’,”  your  garb  political’s  a coat  of  varied  hue. 

Like  that  of  many  colours  which  your  Bible  namesake  knew. 

His  brothers  sold  him— you  “ sold  ” yours— they’ll  mark  it  at  the  poll, 
Like  ancient  Joseph’s  brothers  they  will  leave  you  “ in  a hole^" 

But  here  the  likeness  ceases  for  that  Joseph  did  prove  true. 

While  Madame  Primrose  Potiphar  sighs  not  in  vain  for  you. 
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Attention 
Some  reli( 
The  offshc 
What ! n( 
All  measu 
They  evei 
The  time 
Come  mal 


please,  who’ll  bid  for  these  ? — a job  lot  going  cheap, 
s of  antiquity  {not  warranted  to  keep) 
ots  of  incompetence,  hereditary  hordes, 
it  a single  offer  for  these  noble  nobs  “ The  Lords  ? 
res  for  the  People’s  good  and  not  the  gilded  few, 
lacked  the  strength  to  stay,  the  wit  to  frame  anew, 
comes  to  reward  them  for  the  useful  w'ork  they  ve  done, 
:e  a bid  ! — they’re  going,  going— thank  you  ‘‘  Labby 


■gone 


My  Lordu  Ecclesiastical ! the  Church  should  ye  debate, 

Her  pomjious  props  should  meddle  not  in  matters  of  the  State, 

0 noble  army  of  “ The  Lords”  are  Bishops  out  of  place 
Where  lo^ic  should  prevail,  let  not  the  mitre  cross  the  maCe. 

For  what  reveals  your  record  if  the  shameful  page  we  search  ? 
Progression’s  cause  e’er  hindered — for  the  pillars  of  the  Church 
Love  well  the  loaves  and  fishes,  grab  s approval,  class  applause. 

When  ra  ised  your  voices,  noble  Sirs,  to  plead  the  People  s cause . 


Our  gree 
To  “ blu: 
The  gibb 
For  mott 
We  still 
(The  “ C 
So  gentl 
You’ve  1 


ing  good  “ Saint  ” Matthews,  ever  blind,  in  bigot’s  pride, 
iders  ” grim  of  Justice,  thrusting  Mercy  aye  aside, 
it  high  your  symbol  make,  the  noose  your  special  care, 

0 take  “ Abandon  hope  who  plead  for  mercy  here.” 
lave  hope,  for,  given  rope,  such  fellows  hang  themselves, 
Dmmon-sense  ” Conservative  such  nincompoops  ne’er  shelves) 
3 Matt,  just  think  of  that,  your  rope  can  service  do, 
ad  indeed  sufficient  length  so  now  be  hanged  to  you. 


Enough ! the  reign  of  rough-shod  shams  has  reached  at  last  its  close. 
And  tardy  Dissolution  asks— Whom  serve  ye  or  oppose? 

Wouldst  wend  again  the  crazy  path  that  mimic  “Jingoes”  led. 

Yet  trading  on  the  bubble  reputation  of  the  dead? 

That  far 36  repeat— or  rally  you  where  Justice  rears  her  flag? 

Your  si^n  “The  Brotherhood  of  Man”  nor  shallow  cynic’s  brag. 

Yet  bo^  before  the  god  of  Self  or  strike  a blow'  for  Right, 

Your  anjwer  marks  the  issue — win  or  lose  The  Coming  Fight! 

William  E.  Imeson. 
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